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A story to tell
It is a winter morning in Khutsong 
South, a newly developed township 
distinguishable by the colourful, zinc-
roof-on-top, RDP government houses. 
MaTshepi's beauty sleep is rudely 
interrupted by her vibrating Nokia Asha 
201 alarm clock. She fires a match and 
sets the candle on her bedside table 
alight and proceeds to the kitchen 
to light up her paraffin stove to boil 
water. It is 5:30 am, it is time to wake 
Tshepiso, her only daughter. She 
attends school in the north side of the 
township, they moved here two years 
ago, when MaTshepi's government 
house was released, a year after her 
husband passed away. 'Tshepiso, tsoha 
o hlape!' [Tshepiso, wake up and bath!], 
that is MaTshepi's sharp, high-pitched 
voice ringing in the tiny ears, firm but 
delicate, on the sides of the small, 
warmly wrapped, head in blankets. 
Tshepiso motho wa rona, our beautiful 
grade one learner. 
Beep! Beep! It's the sound of the 
microbus outside the gate. MaTshepi 
prepared Tshepiso's skhaftin last night 
after cooking supper, to save time and 
electricity. She tucks it in her backpack, 
and walks her out. A kiss on the cheek, 
lifts her up the bus stairs, and there 
goes our little Tshepiso. A promise of a 
better tomorrow. 'Dumela ntate, Tsela.' 
MaTshepi greets the bus driver who 
replies cheerfully; 'Kgotso, MaTshepi!' 
MaTshepi's hand is raised in the air, 
waves goodbye, quickly pockets it back 
into her pink, floor-length nightgown 
and tip-toes her return inside the 
house, huffing air like smoke from her 
mouth. 'Yho, ho ya bata!' [It's cold!] 
she exclaims. It is a winter morning 
in Khutsong South. It is now time for 
MaTshepi to get ready for work. 
MaTshepi's story is a typical example of daily life for a lot of black people in South 
Africa. There is a difference between 
access to electricity and the usage 
of this electricity. People might have 
access to electricity but not afford to 
use it to serve their basic needs like 
cooking or, to buy electrical appliances 
for cooking. The cost of living is too 
high for poor people. Most of us spend 
close to half our income on transport 
costs and, or, accommodation. The 
inflation rate of poor people is thus 
higher than what the SA Reserve Bank 
and mainstream economists reveal.
When we make an effort to 
determine the sum total of the items in 
the spending basket of the poor; such 
as maize-meal, transport, electricity, 
medical-aid for some, insurance and 
the like, we then begin to realise the 
very secret some public office-bearers 
try hard to conceal; but ever so 
pervasive it reveals itself if you care to 
look beyond the numbers.
Many people in our country 
still languish under the economic 
nightmare of the past, while some 
live in opulence, often conspicuous in 
showing their material wealth. A slap 
in the face of the poor, a normalised 
situation. We are an unequal society. 
Inequality is not good for social 
cohesion; at the extreme, it is morally 
reprehensible. When we argue against 
inequality, we are not suggesting the 
sharing of poverty but the equitable 
distribution of growth.
If we remain in the extreme polar 
opposites as the rich and the poor, 
we are likely to see an economic 
regression. Violence will then be the 
order of the day. We have already seen 
signs of the advocates for violence. The 
people, those who are our mothers and 
fathers, our brothers and sisters, have 
not yet reached this point, where the 
only language of survival is violence. 
However, there are many who profess 
to be our representatives, those who 
like to use their learning and stature 
to sugar coat, a deadly virus of false 
knowledge. As Joel Netshitenzhe noted 
in his public lecture at the University 
COMMENT
Mainstream economics is 
wrong; beyond the numbers
By Mohau Bosiu
of Johannesburg on the extent and 
implications of inequality: 
'...some of the debates are amongst 
the elites who obfuscate issues, some 
are rich, some are in fact corrupt, 
but they will stand on platforms and 
claim to represent the poorest of the 
poor [...]. But the poor do not have 
a voice [...] and as a consequence 
the substantive issues to do with the 
conditions of the poorest of the poor 
do not find sufficient articulation in the 
political debates that take place.'
There is a widening gap between 
those on the low end of the consumer 
pyramid and, those at the top end – 
the employers, administrators of public 
funds, policy makers. The executive 
income is discharged on an accelerated 
trajectory whilst bottom end workers' 
pay is stationary or, in some instances, 
on a downward spiral. The effects of 
this imbalance are directly proportional 
to the ills of our society. It does not 
require prestigious levels of education 
to deduce this fact.
We know what happens in our 
communities when young people are 
starving, without jobs, recreational 
spaces, educational and informative 
centres. It was in the township of 
Khutsong, not so long ago, that a 
gang of young people terrorised the 
community so much that the people 
couldn't take it any more, until one 
Saturday morning they organised 
themselves and burned some of 
the young gang members to death. 
Literally. Minister Des van Rooyen 
grew up there. He used to be a mayor 
of that municipality. The people once 
set his home alight. He fled.
We are a tenacious people. We are 
the ones who 'made it possible to trade 
in the world markets in diamonds, in 
gold, in the same food for which [our] 
stomachs yearn'. We have learned 
to be 'both at home, and be foreign'. 
We have seen what happens when 
one person has superiority of force, 
financial in this context, over another, 
when the stronger appropriate to 
themselves the prerogative even to 
annul the injunction that 'God created 
all men and women in His image.' 
It is a winter morning in Khutsong 
South, it's the second day of the week, 
there goes our little Tshepiso. A promise 
of a better tomorrow. ■
